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Haply you shall not see me more, or if,










（1） OCTAVIA                O, my good lord,
Believe not all, or if you must believe,
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,
‘O, bless my brother!’ Husband win, win 
brother,
Prays and destroys the prayer; no midway















（2） MESSENGER.                               Madam,
She was a widow ──
CLEOPATORA.       Widow! Charmian, 
hark!
MESSENGER. And I do think she’s thirty.
CLEOPATORA  Bear’st thou her face in 
mind?  Is’t long or round?































I hope well of tomorrow, and will lead you
Where rather I’ll expect victorious life 














He comes too short of that great property 













There’s sap in’t yet!  The next time I do 
fight
I’ll make death love me, for I will contend 












な お 最 初 の 文 のThere’s sap in’t yet!は








Lepidus. What manner o’ thing is your 
crocodile?
Antony. It is shap’d, sir like itself, and it is 
as broad as it has breadth.
It is just so high as it is, and moves with 
its own organs. It lives by that which 
nourisheth it, and the element once out 
of it, it transmigrates.
Lepidus. What colour is it of ? 
Antony. Of its own colour too.
Lepidus. ‘Tis a strange serpent.






































（1） What our contempts doth often hurl from 
us
We wish it ours again. The present 
pleasure,
By revolution lowering, does become
The opposite of itself: she’s good, being 
gone,
The hand could pluck her back that shov’d 
her on.
I must from this enchanting queen break 
off,
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I 
know,
My idleness doth hatch. How now, 
Enobarbus !（1.2. 128-135）
（                         そうなるよう
― 253 ―
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And that which most with you should safe 
my going,

















































（2）                             Here me, queen.
The strong necessity of time commands
Our  services awhile, but my full heart
Remains in use with you. Our Italy
Shines o’er with civil swords; Sextus 
Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome,
Equality of two domestic powers
Breed scrupulous faction: the hated, 
grown to strength,
Are newly grown to love: the condemn’d 
Pompey,
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers 
threaten,
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would 
purge

















I will tell you.
The Barge she sat in, like a burnished 
throne,
Burned on the water the poop was beaten 
gold;
Purple the sails, and so perfumed that
The winds were love-sick with them; the 
oars were silver,
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, 
and made
The water which they beat to follow faster,
As amorous of their strokes. For her own 
person,
It beggared all description: she did lie
In her pavilion, cloth-of-gold of tissue,
O’erpicturing that Venus where we see
The fancy outwork nature. On each side 
her
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling 
cupids,
With divers-coloured fans, whose wind did 
seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they 
did cool,















































.........she made so light of it, and mocked 
Antonius so much, that she disdained to 
set forward otherwise, but to take her 
barge in the river of Cydnus, the poop 
whereof was of gold, the sails, of purple, 
and the pars of silver, which kept stroke 
in rowing after the sound of the music of 
flutes, howboys, citherns, viols, and such 
other instruments as they played upon in 
the barge. And now for the person of 
herself: she was laid under a pavilion of 
cloth of gold of tissue, appareled and 
attired like the goddess Venus commonly 
drawn in picture; and hard by her, on 
either hand of her, pretty fair boys 
apparelled as painters do set forth god 
Cupid, with little fans in their hands, with 

















































（1） The wounded chance of Antony, tough 
my reason 






（2） Leave me, I pray, a little – pray you, now;
Nay, do so; for indeed I have lost command;
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